262            Gossip in a Library

Twenty years after the publication of lonica,
and when that little book had become famous
among the elect, the author printed at Cambridge
a second part, without a title-page, and without
punctuation, one of the most eccentric looking
pamphlets I ever saw. The enthusiastic amateur
will probably regard his collection incomplete with-
out Ionic a //., but he must be prepared for a dis-
appointment. There is a touch of the old skill
here and there, as in such stanzas as this :

With half a moon, and clouds rose-pink,

And water-lilies just in bud.
With iris on the river-brink.

And white weed-garlands on the mud,
And roses thin and pale as dreams,

And happy cygnets horn in May,
No wonder if our country seems

Drest out for Freedom's natal day.

Or these :

Peace lit upon a fluttering z>ein,
And self-forgetting on the brain ,;
On rifts hy passion wrought again
Splashed from the sky of childhood rain,

And rid of afterthought were we

And from foreboding sweetly free.

Now falls the apple, bleeds the vine,
And, moved by some autumnal sign,
J who in spring was glad repinff
And ache without my anodyne;

Oh / things that were / Oh / things that are !

Oh / setting of my double star /

But these are rare, and the old unique lonica of
thirty years earlier is not repeated.